now painting, so that they might be up all the next night,
peered out upon her, and sometimes asked: "What the
devil is the little one weeping for?" Theodora was too
intent upon her misery to heed the squalor by which she
passed* She passed through the reek of a nut-roaster, and
the lesser smells of fried-fish shops, cosmetic-mixers and
the various stinks of poverty. Presently a Syrian woman,
with a pale, ugly, clever face, came by, bearing parcels
from the market. "The Golden Dragon-Fly?" she said,
"the sweet-shop? Why, it is there, just at the end of the
street there; on the left of the road there." Looking in
that direction, Theodora saw it, under its gilded sign of
the Dragon-Fly; it was within fifty yards of her. She
thanked the woman sincerely, dried her eyes, looked at
her little mirror and tidied her face.

She entered the sweet-meat shop and asked for some
small refection of cake and cool syrup. She asked the
waiter if the Holy Father, Timotheus, still lived there.

"Yes," he said, "he lives in the garden." He seemed
surprised at the question, as though it were a fact too
well known to be asked about. Seeing that the lady was
from The City and not likely to know, he added: "Of
course, we, here, think that all know. Will you come
here, lady?"

He drew aside a blind and opened a door at the back
of the shop. She saw in the glare a space of yard, dusty
and whitish, with a small white house under some date-
palms at the end.

"That is where the Holy Father lives," the Syrian said.
**See; he is there, reading."

Her heart leaped at the thought that he was there. She
saw* now, that there was a screened bench against one of
the walls of the house, under the date-palms, and that a
white thing, which she h^d thought to be a part of the